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man had been too much absorbed to pay any attention to it.
He looked to his right, and blushed. He had as his neighbour a young lady, about whom he could take in no more than that she was pretty, on the plump side, and fashionably dressed. The lady, out of the corner of her eye, saw him blushing, and she smiled almost imperceptibly.
Wazemmes did not feel at ease. Such an adventure had never happened to him before, and the reveries of one kind or another about love and women in which he had indulged had not prepared him for such a definite situation as this. For the moment his most intense desire was to call back that blush which had escaped him.
By the time he recovered himself, he would not be far from the Place du Delta, where he had to get out. As he left the vehicle, he would look at the lady as gallantly as possible; and once he was safely out of it, he would have any number of hours in which to remember this marvellous incident. It transfigured his evening in advance. To which of his comrades in the rue Polonceau or the rue des Gardes should he confide it ?
The pressure was renewed. Wazemmes could not see his way very clearly. A sense of unreality, together with feelings of happiness, of pride, of peril, danced in his head. The 'bus surrounded them with a circle of noise. What should he do ? What were the rules ? Not draw away from that pressure, obviously; rather try to return it, however slightly.
He responded with a very tentative pressure; and all at once he felt some of his self-assurance coming back to him. He ventured to look at the lady again. She was wearing a large hat, in whose shadow her cheeks looked infinitely voluptuous. He saw two large, shining, deep-set eyes coming at him; he saw her lashes droop, and a fresh smile descending from her eyes to her mouth> which had rather full and very red lips,
The redness of those lips disturbed Wazemmes. Most -women at that time were discreet in their use of lipstick.